Trace 


Author: Pixieroo 
Bands: Metallica 
Characters: James Hetfield, Kirk Hammett 


Relationships: N/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Jan 18 2005 22:52:34 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


a Jk ow 


Author's Notes: 
This is actually part of a series that will never be finished, but having re-read it, | think it stands alone. All 
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~James' POV~ 


Sometimes, | feel like | should be checking for wings growing from my back. | seem to spend so much time, 


perched at the end of our bed, watching, almost guarding the life that lays spread in front of me. 


An avenging angel, protecting Kirk the only way he'll let me - while he sleeps. 
| don't know why l'm not asleep beside him. 


| mean, | was dead to the fucking world, in a sleep that even my dreams knew better than to intrude upon My 


subconscious is a smart little bastard sometimes. 
Then, instantly, | was awake. 


It was almost as if an unseen entity had tapped me on the shoulder then whispered in my ear, *you have fo 
see this ¥ 


Not for a second did | question that statement. | just slowly worked myself from under the arm flung across 
my chest; an arm that only sort the touch of my flesh, it was never meant to hold me down. Freed from the 
questing limb, | crawled to the end of the bed. 


So, now you know why | feel like some way fucking bizarre reincarnation of Gabriel. 


There's no need for me to glance at the clock, | know dawn is a few hours off. The moonlight spilling in low, 


through an open window tells me that much, at least. 

So here | sit. And watch. 

My Hamlet's not one for drawing the curtains, never has been, but | guess | can live with that. At least he 
shuts the fucking window now. You try sleeping with an open window, hail or shine! California or not, it gets 


fucking cold in January. 


It's almost like he has to have something from the world outside his window touching him, to exist - a breeze, 


the moonlight - anything. 


Even now, as | watch, one hand start to search and he's turning his head towards the rays like he's seeking 


the kiss of his god. 


| stretch my legs out, letting Kirk's wandering hand find some kind of flesh - not what he's after - but it'll 


serve right now. | don't want Kirk to wake yet. For a while | just want to watch. 
And think. 
A hand finds my calf and starts to stroke. For the moment Kirk's touch isn't sensual, just grounding. For him. 


And for me. 


Yeah, right now, I'll admit to needing every touch Kirk can give me. Today is about touching, right? Touching 


each other, touching those around us. The touching of our souls. 
Fuck. | guess, today of all days, | can do corny - in my head - fucked if l'm doing it out loud. 


Yeah right, Hetfield. One pleading look from Kirk and you'll be spilling your guts like somebody slit you from 
pelvis to throat with a bowie knife. And be thanking whoever for the chance to do so. 


Fuck, I'm gonna be like this all day, aren't |? 


The same entity that woke me whispers *yes* and the words float past my ear. | get the feeling that it 
thinks that's way things should be. Fucking weird. This type of shit is Kirk's arena, not mine. 


But Kirk's asleep, peacefully asleep, breathing with a depth and rhythm that will be something I'll be listening to 


in years To come. 

Please? 

Then quietly, his breath hitches, the dark lashes against his cheeks flutter and for just a second, | watch his 
eyes. They flicker back and forth under his lids. | know, that if | could see them, they would be flooded with 
the black of his pupils, as if the blinds that guard his soul were finally opened. 


He's dreaming. | wonder what about? 


*You* is what | hear this time. | still don't question. | have no idea where the voice is coming from, or even if 


it is a fucking voice, but | know | trust it. 
Why is that? Why do | get the feeling that it's important? 


The question retreats from my mind as Kirk whimpers. It's soft and barely formed, but a whimper none the 
less. Those blood filled lips move from the gentle pucker of the sound they just made, into a smile - a dawning 
smile. And that tells me, more than anything, that the voice is right. It's me bringing that smile forth. 


It's ‘my! smile. 

It hasn't always been. There was a time when it came easy for us all. That time passed in the blink of an eye 
and the roll of bus. | had no way of marking its passing. All | had was the pain of something fucking precious 
being ripped from us, from me; and relief that something, just as precious, was still within my reach. 


Air ripples around me and | hear one word. *Sundered * 


| find myself nodding, agreeing. But | didn't know | had to find the glue | needed to fix the rip from within. How 
could | have known? | could have sworn | was empty, drained of everything that made me, me - that made me 


human. Because that was one thing | sure as hell wasn't back then | was mean, angry and drunk more often 


than not. 


And | hurt Kirk. | started when | turned away from him on that cold night, then just kept on going. He got up, | 
slapped him down. He tried to speak, | told him he had nothing | wanted to hear. He tried to love me, and | 
fucked him, left him crying in a pool of his own cum. | told him he had no worth as | slammed the door behind 


me. 
No, he didn't smile then. Smiling was for the living, and he was barely surviving. 


Some day, before | die, I'll figure out exactly how he made it back. The pain of woking up and realising he was 
still on this fucking planet during the Justice tour was worse than any blood letting. The screams he couldn't 
let go because he knew they'd be met with ridicule, scorn and my fist. 


*Move on Remember the touch, the good, the feel. * 


Now | have to fucking smile, told by a dismembered voice to get over it. Why is that familiar? But thats yet 
another thought that disappears as | watch Kirk's tongue slip from his mouth and pass over his lower lip, the 
same lower lip that his teeth then catch and drag their way across. | watch the lip seep and swell with the 
red of his blood 


It's almost like he can hear the same voice, purring gently in his ear, telling him to remind me of how he looks, 


fresh from having my mouth lifted from his. 

There are other times that his lips swell like that; normal times, like when its caught by his teeth as his 
guitar captures the emotion spilling from his hands. But right now all | can think of, is the way his lips puff as 
they push against my throat, bite at my collar bone, suck at my ripples. 


Okay, this is not a good train of thought. Well it is, but | can't go through today - *all* of today - with a 
hard on that won't quit! 


Besides, | really don't think | was woken just to jerk off over my sleeping lover. 

*No. You weren't ¥ 

Helpful, this voice isn't. 

My eyes move over the relaxed and peaceful face in front of me. From the corkscrew curls that spill over 
the pillow beneath his head. To the eyes that are now still. Lashes still touch his cheeks with impossible length, 
but they don't move, just lay. His nose is probably the one Michael Jackson would have killed for, but to my 


Kirk, it's just a nose, one more place to pierce, which he did. 


Somewhere along the way he talked me into trying that too. To this fucking day, | have no idea how. 


But conventional was something he was never going to be. 
The air around me shimmers, like the voice is shaking its non-existent head. 


| know. He tried conventional and it nearly cost him his sanity. And it nearly cost me him. My gaze keeps 
drifting, over the fluff he insists on keeping, dusted above his mouth and over his chin. Over the soft scar 
that was his labret, and though | never thought | would, | miss that nail sometimes. The feel of a wet tongue 
followed by a metal point dragged from the base to the tip of my cock is something that really has to be felt 
to be appreciated. 


Yeah, | laughed the first time Kirk tried to tell me that too. The first time he showed me, laughing was the 
last fucking thing | did. 


His breath catches again, as | watch, then | hear a softly sighed word, sounds kind of like my name. 
Yes, that makes me fucking smile, I'm doing sappy, deal. 
Laughter. | hear laughter. But it's not out loud, its around me, within me and it's so fucking familiar. 


The body in bed huffs and kicks at the quilt still covering him. He's naked to the waist now. It's like he's 
annoyed that my attention strayed. 


Trust me, Kirk, my attention is the only thing that'll stray, and even that won't go far for long. 


My eyes wander lower, to the shoulders now bathed in moonlight. | wish | could touch him that softly, just To 
see him arch into it, pleading to make it firmer. Just so | could deny him until he begs, until my name is the 


most sacred prayer that ever crossed his lips. 


My hand is reaching to trace the shadows of his collarbone before | even know that's what | want to do. | 
stop, | don't want to, but | do. My hand falls to the quilt bunched low on Kirk's hips and | just trace my eyes 


over the smooth bone beneath satin flesh. 


| wish | had a day on the calender that | could circle to celebrate when Kirk finally grew into his body, although 
growing into his life took just that bit longer, took just that bit more pain. 


| know | thought the acceptance was when he screeched at me to face myself, my fears - or face a world 
with him as nothing more than the guy who stood to the left of me on stage. | tore him down with every 
fucking chance | got, but | couldn't fucking bear to turn him loose. | thought the person that stood in front of 


me and screamed ‘no fucking more’ had made peace with himself. 


All he'd done was made himself a play world, a world that can only exist on tour. A world of ‘do this’, ‘be here’, 
‘eat now’, ‘play later’. A world where nobody could step out of time, or the Danish drummer would have 


marched right up your ass. 


| didn't know that. 

| didn't know it was the crystal palace he'd so carefully built, and that it was fracturing under the pressure 
Kirk saw real life to be. | felt so fucking useless, like | was trying to catch falling shards without getting cut, 
when every sliver sliced me to the bone. 

| didn't know how to help hold him together when | wasn't allowed to touch him. 

All| knew was the fear that clung to my skin, filled my nostrils, rode my back every time | stood with my 
hand on the door knob, asking myself if | really wanted to go inside. Then the relief that Kirk was, if not whole, 
then at least still breathing. But how many times could | play that chance? How long until | opened the door and 
found him in a pool of his own blood and piss? How long until the line of coke was cut with battery acid? 

How long until | was scattering Kirk's ashes to the wind? 


How long until | was alone again? 


My hand clenches in the quilt, and my knuckles turn white, then it's almost like | feel a breeze come from 


nowhere, leaving no part of my skin untouched. Like it's holding me, comforting me. 

*Strength * 

Is that what it was? Was it strength that made me sit, in the dark, in a chair that was barely in the same 
room as the bed Kirk was laying on, and just talk? About the weather, my favourite guitar. And then, when it 
was really dark, really quiet, and while Kirk slept, my terror. 

Where's the strength in that? Where's the strength in praying to a God that never listened to you before, to 
please just let him wake up in the morning? That, please, for just one fucking day, could he please have just a 
fragment of something that resembled peace. 

When that day came, God had nothing to fucking do with it. Neither did |. 

Kirk, somehow, from somewhere, found his strength. Bit by piece he rebuilt his shattered soul. That's strength. 


*for you. ¥ 


My head shakes. | won't take credit for that. If | gave him a reason, then | spend the rest of my life being 
grateful, but | didn't give him the strength. 


He had that. He always had that. He just had to find it. From within 


*You gave hm a gift, the gift that had him wanting fo try. He needed that to look for the strength * 


Hey, the voice talks. I'm not even going to think about that comment. It can only get stranger. 


You can see some of that strength in the lines of his body now. He's not the ball of hair and teeth he was, 
that day in NYC; he's not the broken mess that begged for the dark to swallow him whole. 


He's Kirk, my Kirk. 


And somewhere along the way, he grew into his skin, gave up the need to hide behind anything, even the 
piercings and eyeliner | kind of liked. Then while he was growing, he grew into a man. Strength where there was 


weakness. Muscles where there was baby fat. 


Very, very nice muscles. Ones that knit across his shoulders. Firm, hard shoulders that I've watched play 
under the warm gold of his skin for hours as he canoes. Of course, there's also the fact that, by then, he's 
damp with sweat. Droplets run down the gentle bumps of his spine. Beads of moisture that | want to follow 
with my tongue. | guess the fact that | do is the reason why Kirk now just takes the dogs up to the lake with 


him. 
*Attention span Hetfield, get one.* 


A smile passes over my face, then | feel my forehead clench. There's just something about that voice l'm not 
getting, something dancing just outside my reach, like the owner is teasing, making me work for the knowledge 


of who it is. 


Oh fuck, I've spent way too much time with the flake my lover can be, haven't |? There's a breeze coming 


from some window Kirk didn't close and I'm giving it a name. A personality. 


The hand on my thigh grabs at me, for just a second, but, again, it's like ‘hey, remember me?" Like there was 


ever a chance I'd forget. We've come too far, for me to let go of you now, Hamlet. 


| move my eyes downwards, over arms that match those shoulders for strength and for muscles. Even 
relaxed tendons show, corded and lean, but they have strength you can't see either. You can only feel. | can 
feel, when those arms are wrapped around me, holding me tight. When they keep me from shattering where | 
stand, every time midnight heralds September 21th. Every time the night bleeds ice and blood, and any warmth 
I've found is leeched from my soul. Kirk's arms are there, giving me everything | never learnt the words to 


ask for. 
*Celebrate. * 


Yeah, yeah, that's what Kirk would say as he held me. Exactly that. And the answer was pretty much the 


same for more than handful of years too. 


"Fuck off" 


He never did. Even when the time before the clock stuck midnight was spent with him on the hard and fast 
end of my cock. My fist. My temper. 


For twenty four hours, he never once left me. 


What he did was swallow me in what warmth he had, and in his arms. Some years those arms shook Some 


years | could see the war within his head fire shots right across his face. 

But he still held me. 

And talked. He talked himself hoarse. About beer and bad jokes in NYC. About beer and cockroaches in San Fran. 
About beer and loud music in so many places. About friends, good times, bad shit. About anything he could 
remember, and a few things | know he fucking didn't. 


He showed me the fucking incredible gift that Cliff was to all of us. My mentor, sure, but above all else, he 
was my friend. 


Never once, not for one fucking second, did it occur to me to ask what those twenty four hours cost him. 
That each and every word drilled home how revered Cliff was. How, in Kirk's mind, all this did, was tell him, so 
very fucking loudly in letters three feet high, that it should have been him under that bus. 


Not once. 


Until the day when | turned the door knob and found the terrors that had only screamed within my head. 
Dreams were suddenly living, breathing things. 


There will never come a day when | can't bring that shattered face to mind - instantly. The way his hair hung, 
shrouding his face, but not quite enough that | couldn't see the streaks of salt and moisture tracked down his 
face and dripped off his chin 

Kirk. With a knife pressed into the flesh of his arm. 

On September 28th. 

RRA RK 

"Youre early." 

| remember thinking, the least, the absolute fucking least, he could do was perhaps try to pretend he was sorry. 


But all | got was ‘youre early’ in a fone that was no fone at all. There was no surprise, no fear, no love, not even 


any resignation 


No life. 

No Kirk 

All | saw in front of me was the shell that Kirk's spirit had already vacated and all there was left was, to burn the 
temple. Id spent so long throwing fuel on the pyre that I had no fucking idea where to start once the flames had 
ignited. 

My temper rose, red, bright and blinding, flashing in front of my eyes, my mouth opened 

Then closed 

| had enough of a clue to realise that, just because | demanded it, this wasn't going to disappear. 

Even if | begged 

Even if | offered my soul to fill the holes in Kirk's. 

Fuck! 

My voice shook, badly, but the words came eventually 

"Kirk? What are you doing?" 

Way to go Hetfield! Sweet God almighty, how stupid could | get? 

h a voice of the already dead, Kirk answered me. Kind of. 


‘Can you leave, James? You shouldnt see ths." 


| actually saw the hold | had on my temper let go and when my mouth opened this time, | couldnt have closed it 
Even if Id wanted too. 


‘And the mere fact | dont get to fucking see you sit your wrists and bleed all over the bed we made love in, 
makes it better fucking how exactly?" 


He never so much as breathed So | yelled louder. 


‘Hl just be on the other side of the door, seeing the knife cut your flesh just as clearly as | would, if Im standing 
here. HI still see the blood seep from your veins and spill over the sheets that still bear your come. Hl still have to 
come in and you'll still be dead And lil still take your body in my arms and plead with a fucking God that hates me 
fo bring you back." 


If | hadnt been damn near peeling paint from the wall, Id almost have believed he didn’t hear a word | was saying 
Because all he did was push the blade further into his flesh The fingers that had, just last night, stroked the hair 
from my forehead and the tears from my cheeks, were now clasped around a knife. Those long, delicate, gentle 
fingers that had caressed my body, pinched my nipples, held my cock, slid into me in a way that only he had 
known; were now holding something that was now going to take all of that away from me. 


Like fuck they were. 


| never did remember crossing the room. | was just suddenly there and praying to anybody that would listen that 
whatever | did next was right. 


My hand covered his, and | got as close to his face as | could, without thrusting my nose into his. 

/ was never going to be ready to do this, so | just stood at the edge of the cliff. 

And jumped. 

‘Do you hate me so much, Kirk?" 

He blinked. He fucking blinked! 

"You must. Last night. You do remember last night? Us, together in this bed, don’t you, Kirk? You remember 
cradling me while | screamed, dont you? You do remember telling me it would all be okay, don't you, Kirk? So, 


please, | need to know, how does this make everything fucking okay?" 


Í was such a cocky fool | honestly didnt see the words that left Kirk's mouth coming, until he used them fo np me 
from the safe place hed built for me. 


Hl set right what the cards and fate fucked up." 


No.. | was sure, so fucking sure, he couldnt. there was no way he could have meant what | thought he did Was 
there? 


So | silently begged Please you fucked up prick of a God, dont do this fo me! 

He didnt listen. Because Kirk kept talking. 

‘ can’t make it all right, James. | cant bring him back. | take all the pain from you that | can, and there's always 
more. So | can take away the one reminder that breathes the same air as you. You'll never have fo look at me 


and wish for red hair instead of black Wish that eyes watching you play were blue and not brown. This | can fix, 
James. | can finish what the bus screwed up." 


Kirk's words finished and I forgot how to breathe. There was air trapped within me. It wouldn't leave me. But Kirk 


would. 

"You weren't meant fo be early. Youre never early. | wanted to take this away from you, away from here, but I 
couldn't. Im not that strong | wanted my last sense, the one Id take with me fo hell. to be of you, and me, 
mingled within each other." 


The knife pressed harder and beads of blood appeared at his wrist, swelling and growing as | watched | still watched 
as the fears dripped on the same arm, washing the blood away. 


Just Ike my pan, the pan | thought was only mine, had washed away any worth he thought he had 

Whatever pan | knew with CHE. what | couldnt stop in front of me, was fearing me Imb from Imb. My lover, my 
love, was bleeding his way to death, to take away my hurt that suddenly was nowhere near as strong Or even 
that important 

| remember muttering, forgive me, CIFF 

I vaguely remember hearing *Fuck this up, Hetfield and forgiving you is the last thing HI do* 

Though Kirk's quiet words made sure that dwelling on what | thought Id heard, was the last thing I dd 

1 can do this, James For you." 

The next thing | remember, was feeling the sharp pont of the knife, piercing my t-shirt, then my skn 


The red of my blood didn't show on the black fabric, not like Kirk's did on the white of the bed sheet. 


"You want to do something for me? Something just for me and me alone? Kill me first. Hold me as the blood spills 


from my body. Let your last fucking sense be of my cold body, held in the arms | trusted to keep me safe!" 


| knew yelling wasn't going fo help, but still | yelled He flinched, trying to pull the knife away, so I pushed harder, 
yelled louder. 


"What do | have to do to make you see, Kirk? | loved Cliff; | miss him every fucking second of every fucking day, 
but Im stil here. Why? Because you are! You're what makes this fucking nightmare world worth seeing through And 
you can't leave me here, alone! You fucking can't!" 


Then it was my tears dripping from my chin The next quiet words were mine. The next quiet words.. everything 


"'l cant do this without you. | need you, your arms to make me safe; your smile to make me smile; your tears fo 


make me feel | Just. Need You. | won't ever stop needing you. Dont you get it, Kirk? | love you" 


Finally, that face, that incredble fucking face, looked at me. And shattered me. 
"You do?" 

Hs hand shook as it reached to trace my still faling tears 

"You never cried for me before." 

"Yes | dd I just never let you see." 

Gentle fingers stil on my cheek 

"Why not, James. Wasn't I worthy of just a glimpse of your soul?" 


h that second, | knew. | knew that it was me that wasnt worthy. | also knew | didnt have a fucking clue how to 
get home trom the hellish place | had led Kirk too. 


But | had to. Because he was my home. 
‘lh my mind, your worth was never in question, baby. You are so much of my soul, | thought you could see if. | 


was a tucking fool Im scared, Kirk, scared youll leave - If not today, then some day soon Im scared you realise 


how much you are, and how much Im not. | was scared that if | said the words, you'd not care enough to say 


them back." 

The hand that wasnt holding the slipping knife went fo cover Kirk's open mouth 

"Shhh. Please, don't, not now. And its not because | dont want fo hear them, because | do. But, in this instant, you 
have fo let yourself need, be as greedy as all fuck, and, as much as this isn't about me, | do need one thing trom 
you. | need you to let me give. Even if its only enough to help you walk away. At least you'll be alive.’ 


it would have fucking killed me where | stood, but yes, | could have made that be enough 


Yeah, my mind was spinning circles faster than Lars could make a buck. It all boiled down to, if Kirk was still alive, 
everything else stood some kind of fucking chance. 


F he wasn't, then neither was | 
The knife was still slipping, even though we both still held if, so tight my fingers were starting to throb 


The only noise | could hear was Kirk's shaky breathing | made every breath | fook so shallow, so light, just so that it 
wouldnt drown out that one sound | needed it fo fill the empty spaces. 


The one between us, and the growing one within me. 


‘| dont want to leave you, James, but | cant take your pain any more. It fills me, eating great gapping holes into 
my soul. Those holes only ever fill with more pain, but then its mine. Because HI never be enough, man enough, 


whole enough, strong enough. James? | can never be Cliff" 


You know, it takes one moment, one sentence, one 2x4 upside your head, and then suddenly things are clearer 


than crystal 
| dont want Kirk to be Cliff 


ld have never turned my back on the chance to spend more time, another minute, with Cliff, but it was almost 


Ike he knew he'd only have so long fo impart and impress so much 
So he did 
He gave me the tools, knowing that he'd never be able to help me build the house. 


And I love him. Still 


But | never wanted to feel Ciiffs lps at my groin with teeth biting gently. Or his hps pressed into the swell of my 


ass. | never wanted fo Taste his come, or feel him clench around my cock in time with my beating heart. 

Cliff could never give me any of that 

Fuck, | am a clueless prick 

Now, all | have to do is find the words fo fell Kirk all of that. And yeah, HI be including the clueless prick part. 

‘1 wish - | wish | knew the words to get what's inside my head out. | want to scream ‘of course | dont want you to 
be Cliff,’ but | cant. Because | have. It was all so fucking logical in my mind If youd been where you'd meant fo be, 
Cliff would be here. Funny thing is, my brain forgot to process the fact that then, Id be mourning you. It hurts to 
wake up in a place that doesn't have Cliff, but he gave me what he needed too, showed me what he could The 
rest was up to me. What you give, its continuous. Corny as it fucking sounds, love isn’t a one step process. For 
fuck's sake, remind me of that next time, please? Leave me, us, the band, before you even think this is the only 
way out. But hit me in the head for being a senseless cunt as you slam the door." 

| saw the nod, | felt his grip relax, and I finally let myself breathe. 

The knife dropped towards the bed, but it barely touched the sheets before it was being thrown over my shoulder. 


| never did see that fucking thing again 


Then Kirk was where he was always meant to be, in my arms, head against my chest. | was holding him tight 


enough to feel the press of expanding ribs against my arms. 
| didnt let go, | just held tighter, needing fo just feel the proof that he was alive, any way | could 
And then | did the only thing I could think of. | talked Of finding excuses to touch him before | realised he'd cherish 


them. Of the pleasure of watching him play, singing softly, when he thought no one heard. Of feeling sate in his 


arms. 

And I told him that | loved him. 

Over and over, until my voice was hoarse from words and tears. But | didn't stop and Kirk's eyes didnt close. 

He let me give. 

RR ~ KR ~ RE 

| come back to Kirk's hand squeezing hard on my calf. Sleep-laden black eyes are supposed to be expressionless, 
but they aren't. If you just take the time to look deeper than the surface calm, you can read every thought 
as they flicker through them. 

He's worried. 

‘Im okay." Yep, that croak was my voice. 

He so doesn't fucking believe that, so | go on 

"Ie been thinking, remembering.” 

There's a question in his eyes now. 

Do | really want to bring this up now, today of all days? 

*f not now, then when, Het?* 

My first clue that that voice wasn't an open window, or a game my mind was playing with me? 

Kirk's eyes. 

There's no sleep left in them now, just wide, dark.. fear? The voice scares him? Not an inch of him is calm 
now. Before, the air just rippled with the words spoken by something | couldn't see. Now it vibrates because of 


something Kirk can. 


Afraid. He's afraid, and he's not seeking shelter within me. The quilt that was bunched loosely at his hips is now 


clutched around shoulders that shake, by hands that are far from steady. Slowly, he's drawing his knees up, 
until they're so tight against his chest that I'm expecting to hear the crack of his ribs. 


The words are already catching in my throat, when just one near silent word stops me. 
"cliff?" 

What the fuck? 

*Brains and beauty. Hey, Kirk? * 


Yeah, me doing things with my head that are straight out of the Exorcist would make Kirk smile any other 


time, right now though, he doesn't even notice. 

*Let it go Het, you cant see me, and Im not about fo appear dressed in a white fucking sheet. * 
Cliff is here? Kirk is scared? | didn't recognise Cliff's voice? His presence? Kirk is scared? 
Yeah, when all else fails, bellow. 

"What the fuck is going on here?" 

*James? Dead, not deaf * 


There's a ghost in my bedroom and he's giving me fucking attitude. Yeah, the fact this ghost is Cliff is still 


going over my head. Kirk's the mystical, karma, open minded one of us. Kirk is.. 
Crying. Fuck it, yeah there's a soft smirk on his lips, but there are still tears. 


Cliff doesn't even enter my mind as l'm once again crawling on my bed, though this time, its towards Kirk to 
hold him, not to watch. The quilt slips from his fingers, then it's around my shoulders and my back is hard 

against the headboard. It's only when | reach for him to pull him into the warmth, that | can feel him shaking; 
gentle tremors that | know | have to stop from becoming bigger ones. This is our day. Nothing, not even Cliff, 
will take this day from Kirk. He feels cold against my chest, so | pull him closer, wrapping the quilt around us 


both, creating a cocoon 
*/m not here to take, James. Unless youre offering beer, then we'll talk. * 


| can feel Kirk's smile at those words. It seems ghosts aren't whole lot different from the people they once 


were. 


*You were expecting me to start howling 1 am the ghost of bass player past or some such bullshit, James? * 


"Will you fucking stop that! Get out of my head, Clifford!" 
*Awww, but its such a happy joyful place to be able to see inside * 
"Fuck you, Burton" 


The soft snicker from my chest has me looking down. Black eyes are still liquid but the tears have stopped 
falling. 


"James, you're arguing with a ghost" 

Such a simple statement, yet it steal the breath from my body. Cliffs here. Cliff is here. 

*Settle down, Het * 

| feel Kirk's arms tighten around my waist, and that's what | concentrate on. That's what keeps me grounded. 
Cliffs here. 


* Yeah Im here. You think Id let this day pass without me? | swear, both of you fucking fools couldnt made this 
Journey any longer if you went by way of fucking Pluto. * 


Oh yeah, Cliff's here and he's bitching at us. But | guess it's not like we don't deserve it. | don't even want to 
think about the times we almost lost each other. 


*Don't even go there, Hetfield We'll be here all fucking day. | dont have that long and you have something else fo 
do. ¥ 


Looking down, | see ‘what? right across Kirk's face. The shake of my head is barely a movement, but as | bend 
down to press a kiss to Kirk's forehead | whisper, "Its okay, Hamlet." 


And it is. It really is. Yeah, | fucked up, continually. Kirk did his fair share too, but - 
"Im sorry, Cliff" 

The fuck? 

*for what, Kirk? 


Yeah, for what? Yes, | realise I've been talking to a ghost, but it's only now that | feel like I've been dropped, 
head first, into the twilight zone. 


The wet heat of tears trickle down my chest, but when | look down, Kirk's eye's are closed. Something tells me 


to shut up, that he needs to get this out. So | watch his mouth open then close twice before the words come. 


"For not letting you get old. For taking away any chance you had to have a day like today. For taking your 


talent from this world. For taking you from it. | sorry | wasn't where | was meant to be" 


*Hammett? Until this very second | never, ever, thought you were stupid! You were exactly where you were 
supposed to be. Youre the fate man, night? This is how it was meant fo be. My time was up. Dont make less of 
the time | had, by claiming that | needed more. You had to be here, to help James move on from me. | could 
never have helped hm move on from you. So what, if Hl never get old | can still age. | can still learn. Wisdom is 
something | continually gather. * 


The air shimmers as | hold Kirk tighter. | can't make this better, but Cliff can. Finally, he can give Kirk the one 
thing | can't. 


Forgiveness. 
Absolution. 
Peace. 


We're both quiet now, | have no idea what Kirk's doing, but I'm praying that Cliff isn't quite finished. Kirk needs 


just a little more. | do too, | guess. 


*You took nothing, Kirk. Fate, a bus and who the fuck knows what, did My music is stil here. Every time the 
mighty one here, writes something, my influence is still here. You three morons find another bass player and carry 
on, then Im still here. * 


Kirk looks up as the first wet drop hits his head. His smile is limp, his face is damp, but there, in his eyes, is 


calm, is peace. Is me. 


The air stills for a second, then it's almost like it begins to move around us, circling, joining in, completing our 


cocoon. 


*/t was never a given that Id find this all-powerful love, but you have. To give me a chance at finding something 
that might never have existed, you had to take a sure thing from two people | love. That was not going fo fucking 
happen If | ded for no other reason than for you two to have this, then my death had purpose. You deserve this, 
both of you. Let yourself be happy, Kirk. James, just accept the gift you've been given. Both of you, let yourself 
lve. If you live, then Im stil here* 


The air around us gathers force and, for just a second spins faster, pulling closer to us and pulling us closer, 


then stills. 


Completely. 


There's peace now, nothing but peace. 

Looking down at the head trying to burrow its way into my chest, | smile. I've been such a fucking sap today. 
*Don't you get it yet, James?* 

"Get what, dude?" 

*You dont have to be anything today, anything other than what you are* 

| feel a Cliff-ism on the horizon. 

"And that would be what?" Nah that's not a smirk you hear in my voice. Much. 

*A man in love.*® 

You know, it's fucking hard to argue with a ghost. Especially when he's right. 

*/m gonna leave now, because as much as | love you two, | just don’t even want fo think about what youre gonna 
do next. | know where your mind was headed, Hetfield, so don't even try for that innocent thing which you fucking 
suck at, by the way. Tell your witch that the person leaning over her shoulder is me ‘cuz lil be there. And, there is 
no guilt that is ours. F you live, if you're both alive, and Danish Dwarf, of course, then Im still here * 

Its an odd feeling when something you can't see, leaves, but you know it's gone, anyway. My eyes close. | don't 
want to kick and scream. Why is that? Cliff was here, offering salvation, but he left me again. And all | feel, is 


thankful. 


Thankful that through everything, there was one constant. He wasn't always someone that qualified as fully 
sane, and there was so much time where | didn't deserve him. But there's one thing he always was. 


Kirk. 
And he was there. 


A callused fingertip slides down the wet streaks on my face and before my eyes can open, or | can say a 


word, lips press lightly against the tracks of salt. 
"There's no need for tears, James. Didn't you hear what Cliff said?" 


I'd say yes, but | know what | heard and what Kirk heard, probably aren't even in the same time zone. So | just 
wait, knowing that he'll go on. 


"Every time we think of him, he's here. Every time heads bang to ‘For whom the bell tolls, he's here. He's 


always here, because we are. Don't mourn that he left. Because he never did" 
And people think he's a flake. 
Fuck ‘em. 


Right now, right this second, he's the strongest, most intelligent person | know. And he's in my arms and 
holding me so hard, yet somehow, not quite hard enough. 


Or he is, until he's pushing his way back and leering at me, in that fucking ridiculously cute way. 
My Kirk. 
"So, Mighty Hetfield, what were you doing that had a ghost all but calling you pornographic?" 


Say what you want about Kirk's voice, but when he wants it to be, it's like taking sex and making it a tangible 


tone. 

"Thinking. Nothing all that evil, really." 

He so doesn't believe that. 

“Thinking, James? About what?" 

| can't help but let my shoulders roll as *that* voice washes over me. 
"Yous 


He's moving now, pushing my legs together, then straddling them and squirming his ass. Though | don't know if 
that's for comfort or the tease factor. It's Kirk, I'm going with tease. 


"What about me?" 
You know, | could think a whole lot easier without his fingers teasing up and down my arm. 


"| was.. just wandering. With my mind, and with my eyes. Do you have any fucking idea how incredible you look, 


spread across our bed, covered by nothing but moonlight?" 
Oh yeah, still doing the whole romance novel thing. And guess what? | don't fucking care. 


Kirk's head shakes, and his fingers move from my arm to my groin, rubbing continuous circles on the smooth 


skin they find there. 


"Wanna tell me where your.. wanderings were up to?" 

"Well | was defiantly making my way south." 

His nails score skin with just a stroke, then go back to the light circles that are slowly driving me insane. 

"Tell me, James." 

My hands slide across his shoulders, then down, until | can circle the tightening buds of his nipples. 

"| was.just..about.here." 

There is nothing like the sound of him sucking air as | pinch slightly. 

"Do you know much | love to play with these? | know it's more than | ever thought possible. | love the hissing 
sound the air makes between your teeth when | bite at them. The strangled whimper you make as | suck them 
into my mouth. The taste on my tongue that is your flesh and my precum that you've taken to using as lube 


while you tug at them." 


Strangely enough, it's me that whimpers then. His fingers have gone from groin to tangling in the hair that 


surrounds the base of my cock 

"Kiiiirrrrrrrrk" 

It's costing him to keep his voice level, | can see that. But he manages it anyway. 

"So, where would your wanderings g-go next, James" 

"Getting impatient, Hamlet?" 

"Jamessss.." 

I'd play, if | wasn't getting just a little bit on the hurry-the-fuck-up side, as well. 

"You really want to know what | think should be next?" 

My finger snakes from his nipple, over his ribs, down his sternum then to trace the arch that announces his 
arrival into this world. But even then, | don't stop. It's not that | don't want to, but suddenly other things are 


more pressing on my.. mind. 


A quick, slight tug of the ring through the flesh of his navel, then | bring both hands to meet just below the 


piercing. | wait until his eyes are on me, before continuing. 


"These are what's next, my Noisy Thing." 


My fingers slide, panning out until they meet the blunt start of the flames tattooed there. A finger slips back 
and forth, from where his sparse pubes leave off, to where the flames start, then through the flames to the 
hipbones they cover. 


"These belong to me, more than anything else. The way you purr when | rub not so gently over the sharp 
points, that's mine. The way you beg as | bite them, that's mine too. But what's yours is the way you grind 
them against my ass, the same ass your cock is filling. | love the feel of those sharp bones digging into me. 


Tells me you're alive, that you're loving me. That you're mine." 


With a never changing rhythm, | rub over the bone then scrape my nails over the skin as | drag my fingers 
back. | can't see the red flesh beneath the ink, but | know it's there. If for no other reason than the whimper 


that is coming from Kirk's mouth and getting louder, every time my hands move. 

Now his spiralling fingers move from the hair, downwards. They reach my balls then wrap around then, just 
holding, almost like he's trying to weigh them in his mind. Yeah, that thought makes me smile. But then the 
hands start to move, stroking, rolling, softly pulling. Now it's moaning, not smiling that I'm doing. 

"Please, baby... 

"Soon, James, soon. Finish your musing.’ 


We've covered that he's a tease, right? 


The heel of my palm starts to smooth from the start of the flames outwards, until | can close my fingers 


into the small of Kirk's back. 


“These are incredible. But you know that. Watching you stroke them, sliding back and forth is what makes them 
flame, even more than when it's me touching. The way you touch yourself, the way you scream ‘watch me' 


without saying a word, that's just so much..more." 


Fingertips roll over the flaming marks that | can't see but | know are there. He knows this is my kink - these 
flames, not the ones that flare out from his groin, but the ones that curl around his back. 


"Do you have any idea what it does to me, to have these rise up and greet me as | kiss my way down your 
spine? Just knowing they're against the skin I'm dragging my teeth across, beneath my fingers that are clawing 
to bring you closer. Tracing them with a fingertip, a tongue, the soft butt of a whip, listening to you mewl 


with each touch, stroke, swipe. My skin crawls, my cock throbs and | can never get inside you quick enough." 


"Is that where you want to be now, James?" 


He asks this like there's another answer other than ‘oh fuck yes! Why? 
But, at my violent nod, he just smiles, then, ever so slowly, his Tongue glides over his lower lip. 
"You haven't mused over everything though, James." 


His hands leave the warm flesh of my balls and then slowly wraps around my sex, tugging once from base to 


tip. 

"Well, you were asleep for some of it” 

Yep, | can tease too. 

His hand slips from my cock to his. Again, he tugs just once. 

| was asleep while you thought about this?" 

| give up. When it comes to teasing, Kirk is king. 

He's king when it comes to a few other things, as well, but right now, they aren't important. 
What's important is that | want his hands back on me. 

"No. You weren't asleep. You know me well enough, to know that | always leave the best for last 


Leaving one hand where it sits on his back, the other lifts his hand from him, then covering my hand with his, 


both circle around my cock. | clench, for a mere second, feeling the throb within the fist, then | release my 


grip. 


My forefinger moves through the precum weeping from his cock, then starts drawing rolling circles around 


the head. 


"The feel of this satin flesh under my fingers, pulsing, beating, feels so primal, or is that it makes me feel so 
primal? This is mine to take deep into my throat, mine to hold as the spurting come lands on my lips, my 
tongue, my cheeks. It's mine to reach for when it's between our bodies and slicked with sweat. Mine to feel 
inside me, stroking that spot as you push in, then again as you pull out. And it's mine Kirk Just like this." My 
spare hand lifts from the small of his back, drifting over the hand that is moving with a gathering pace on me, 


"is all yours.” 
Moving quicker than | ever could, Kirk pushes my hands from him, and slides back on my legs. 


His mouth... my cock.. 


"Fuck, Kirk, more, harder-" 
For two strokes he answers my begging, then he stops. Dead. 


Ill forgive though. I'll forgive him murder right now, cause he's moving, to sit high on my lap, then his body is 


welcoming me. 
There is nothing on earth like this feeling. Nothing. 


My hands latch on to his hips, just holding him still. | just need to enjoy this for a second and, as soon as he 
moves, that's about as long as it'll last. He's barely touched me and l'm so hard, | hurt. 


The moment my grip relaxes, he starts to move. It's not the steady rise of up and the slow push of down 


that l'm expecting. It's a rock of his hips, back then forth, the roll of them, side to side. 


"Wanna feel you, James, wanna feel you fill me, with your cock and your come. It's how | want today to start, 


and how | want it to end" 
That's when he finally lifts himself, then lets his weight drive him down again 
He's got one thing wrong, though. 

| pull on the cock in my hand 


"Tonight will end with me inside you..you deep inside me..we'll- we'll both g-give, b-both take..fuck Kirk, faster, 


m-move faster... 


Breath ricochets off walls, skin pounds against skin, sweat and precum lubes Kirk's cock, | feel myself starting 
to swell. Kirk does too. The movement of him riding me becomes more frantic, desperate. 


"Mine, James..let me feel it.now, please James, pleasepleaseplease.." 
Hot, wet heat hits my chest just once and | lose it. 


The hand not holding his throbbing cock snakes around his back to hold him to me as my world dims, until all 
there is, is the life blooming on my chest and that l'm spilling inside him. 


‘Love you, love you Kirk, so much, so very much..” 


| hear the word ‘please’ once more, then nothing, but the feeling the of the air around us, pulsing, in time with 


the heart beating against mine. 


The air is still when | finally remember my name. | can feel the come cooling between us, Kirk's breath, hot on 


my damp shoulder. There are little clenching after shocks that tells me Kirk's body is not ready to let me go. 


lm not ready to leave, either. Il never be ready to leave. 

We should get up, shower, wash - something. But neither of us moves, or even looks like moving. 
Dawn is breaking, now, | can see shards of violet breaking through the waking sky. 

Oh yeah, still doing the fucking sappy thing. 

*Nothing more than what you are, James* 

l'm tired. We have a few hours before Lars arrives and start directing traffic like a NYC cop on speed. 
I's my wedding day. 

Kirk's sleeping on my shoulder. 

In my arms. 

| trace over his shoulders, through his hair, and without waking, he just wriggles closer. 

Fuck it, I'm going back to sleep. 

As my eyes close, | feel the air in the room shiver over us both. 

I's our wedding day. 

Friends, family, love..a ghost. 


Its our wedding day, and fuck me, it's already perfect. 


